good text for a setter-forth: 'Commit thy way unto the
Lord; trust also in Him; and He shall bring it to pass'.
I shall hear of you again; for you 'amount to much', as
I said. The prizes you will win will be better than little
blue lockets/'

The setting sun was glowing on his exquisite old face
and the white building. He looked like a transfigured
saint sitting in the gate of Paradise; she kept the memory
of his beauty in her heart till death. This old man had
known all the sciences and arts; he had renounced great
wealth and position to become a priest; then, after
illumination, he had been driven out as a heretic; now,
in exile, more light had come to him; he could give light
to those who sat in darkness.

"Father," she said, "you have helped me more than I
can say, I have eaten and drunken balm."

"Somewhere you helped me," the old man said. "If
you receive something, be sure, you once gave it. Be
watchful in the ship. Chrysa, are any of our friends
going in the Orontes?"

"No, Father."

"I will send a word to the chief steward," he said,
"when I send the letter for you to give to Stephen. That
shall be there to-night. Now, my little parishioner,
farewell. Be of Hope, Faith and Charity, and nothing in
the world will harm you."

She accepted his bidding as the sick man obeys his
physician. She sailed at dawn the next morning, having
with her the saint's sealed letter to Stephen. She often
kissed this note. It was addressed to Stephen at Number
Seven the Water-gate at Antioch, in the saint's bold
and beautiful hand in dull red ink. It was sealed with
his seal of the Cock of Dardanos. It was a precious relic
to her throughout her life. Always throughout her life,